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	Flight Risk

Sometime between the world ending and time looping back on itself, Cyan stops trying to makes a name for herself. It's too late, of course, and no amount of camouflage is going to help her sink back into the shadows. The Alliance and the Horde are both adamant that their heroes should help them reclaim the lands that Deathwing sundered, and then that these same heroes stand strong against the corruption of the opposite faction. They want these warriors (and warlocks and druids and assorted other persons with some class of weapons knowledge and half a brain) to sail to distant shores, to fight the good fight, to win the day, and Cyan—

Cyan, frankly, is tired.

She's been tired since Northrend, when she realized the Scourge and Lich King will forever be a malignant tumor on the crown of the world. She's tired of sitting down at the end of a months-long campaign only for the world to shake out from under her. She doesn't want to recruit new factions. She doesn't want to slay enemies that vastly outnumber her own companions. And, dammit, she doesn't want to command an Alliance force in the time-fucked realm of Draenor.

She's skipping town, sailing back to Darnassus, and no force on this world or any other is going to stop her.

She's going home.

* * *

><p>"Stop right there."<p>

It's an inauspicious start to her journey, she has to admit. She's scarcely out of the portal (and that speaks volumes of her desperation—she loathes mage-travel) when she's accosted by a stern-looking man in robes. Cyan's nose itches with the enchantments rolling off of him; even his rings are buzzing with spells.

"State your name and business, traveler." The mage is obviously guarding the portal. Cyan wonders what a lone mage could do if she _was_ an interloper. She's seen whole armies dispatched with a few well-placed assassins.

Best not to think on it, she decides.

"Erm, Cy—rel. Cyrel Greenbough," Cyan grits out with a smile. She hopes the man gets a good look at her canines.

"Business?" He peers up at her. She can feel him running a cursory scan, his arcane magic shivering through her very bones. He will find only wild magic, she knows. She's no Horde spy.

"Just traveling through."

"Hrm."

"…May I pass?" She bounces on the balls of her feet, eager to be free of the tower and on her way. It feels as if any moment could bring an Alliance soldier through the portal to drag back to her garrison and responsibilities. She rubs at her ear.

The portal guardian looks supremely unamused.

"What brings you back from Draenor, Ms. Greenbough?"

This mage—whoever he is—reminds Cyan of her childhood magic instructor. He looks as if he's going to shove her back through the pulsing gate and demand that she meditate longer. She hopes the Alliance hasn't send word ahead of her… indefinite leave of absence. His suspicious squint has her hackles raised.

"Just as I said. Traveling."

"Are you aware that there is a war on, Ms. Greenbough?"

She rankles.

"_Am I awa_—? Now, look here, _mage_. I don't know who you think you are, or who gave you this modicum of power to abuse, but yes, _I am aware that there is a war going on._" She straightens, towering head and shoulders over the human. "It may have escaped your notice, holed up in this tower, but there is _always_ a war going on. Now, you will step aside so I can take my leave of this retched place and its overbearing mages."

She takes a bold step forward, forcing him either to step aside or bodily block her.

He backpedals.

"I meant no offense—" he begins in a tone that means offense.

"Trevor, you can't terrorize everyone that pops through here. Management will finally act on that threat to fire you, and you'll be left wiping tables at the Slaughtered Lamb." A floating head appears in the portal at the opposite end of the room, addressing the rude mage. "At least your glower will be put to good use there." The disembodied head winks at Cyan before sinking back through the film of magic.

Cyan is disconcerted, to say the least.

"You may go, druid." The mage—_Trevor_—says. His brows could be carved from stone.

"Much obliged."

Cyan definitely doesn't tread on his toes as she passes. _That_ would be petty.

* * *

><p>The floating head's name is Quinn, and he apologizes on behalf of his fellow mage.<p>

"One of these days he's going to offend the wrong warrior, and _I'm_ not cleaning up the blood stains." He's escorting Cyan through the tower—another precaution, just in case she has Horde sympathies or loose lips. The Stormwind mages have all sorts of state secrets hidden up their billowing sleeves, apparently. Cyan allows herself to be tugged along by the elbow. "Still, he_ is_ a good mage, for all that his interpersonal skills need work. He wasn't hired for his winning personality."

"They should've picked you."

"You're very kind." He pats her forearm with his free hand, stretching up to do so. "Ah, here we are, the great city of Stormwind. Smell that smoggy air." He makes a great show of stifling a cough. "I do wish the Dwarven district would have some sympathy for the rest of us."

Cyan, as both a night elf and a druid, has a considerably keener sense of smell. She can parse out the coal smoke from the north and a fresher sea breeze from the docks to the west. Overlaying it all is the smell of human habitation, and a mildew-y stagnation from the canals.

"It's not so bad," she says.

"A soldier _and_ an optimist! What a rare find."

Quinn bows his leave, citing important work back in the tower. Cyan makes a note to ask for him when she makes the return trip before remembering that she is not _making_ a return trip. She is leaving. For good.

The guilt she feels at abandoning her (unwanted) post evaporates at the thought of freedom, _true_ freedom, and a hearth that doesn't come with conditions. She chose the path of the druid because it was supposed to be simple—not easy, necessarily, but straightforward. Being a commander is anything _but_ straightforward.

"You look well."

There is a breath before the voice registers, but when it does, Cyan nearly turns and rushes straight back into the tower. She can feel her face blanching, a deathly pallor overtaking the customary blue. She jerks her head in increments, an engineer's wind-up toy, to see him standing to her left in the grassy quarter.

"Though a bit pale, I admit. I expected your adventures to leave you a bit more… _sun-kissed._" He wraps his lips around the word "sun-kissed" in a way that can only be described as lascivious.

"Sorian." His name drops from her numb lips like stones.

"'Tis I. It is a happy coincidence that finds us both here today, is it not?" And damn him, he is getting far too much enjoyment out of her discomfort. "I never thought to be on the same continent as _you_ again, not after finding your feathers on the sill and you gone." His tone is conversational, but his eyes burn with silver fire. He leans against the nearest white-washed wall, leaving the walkway open, but his very presence blocks her path as surely as the mage in the tower. She is unable to move, and her breath lies still in her chest.

Sorian was—_is_—her first love. She didn't think—well, it doesn't matter what she thought. He's here now, and she has a volley of words caught in her throat like a scream.

Actually, she's quite sure it _is_ a scream that's caught in her throat.

"I have to—go." The last word sticks a bit, but she presses on, legs moving with the memory of movement. She has to—has to get away. Away from the tower, away from the elf in front of her, away, away, _away—_

"Far be it from me to keep you from running—or flying, as the case may be—on your way. I know you're a very busy person these days." Sorian kicks off of the wall. He brushes past her, only barely grazing her shoulder. She knows it is deliberate. "Oh, I should have asked—how is Draenor? I hear they promoted you to commander. What an honor."

Cyan can feel her scalp tightening before she consciously decides to transform. There's a pinch and a tug of pain, like a tooth being pulled, as her skin stretches and constricts over a new shape. Her wings flap a bit unevenly once, twice, before instinct takes over and she rises several feet into the air. She lets out a single caw, either in apology or distress—probably both, if she's being honest—before taking off in earnest.

Her last sight of the mage quarter is of Sorian squinting into the sun, watching her retreating form as if she is a puzzle and he just found a key piece.

* * *

><p>The dock worker tells Cyan that she's in luck.<p>

"The gods are watchin' over ye today, lass. The next ship should—weather permittin'—be here this very afternoon."

She has to stoop—the dwarf doesn't quite come to her hip—but she thanks him and presses a couple coins into his thickly calloused hand. He gives her a cheery wink and continues on down the way, the warped planks echoing dully with his heavy footsteps.

Cyan gives a quiet sigh of relief. She hoped to catch a ship soon, but she didn't think that she would luck into one _today_. She sends a silent prayer of thanks to whoever is listening—_Hello, Elune, it's me, Cyan_—and settles in wait.

She can feel her skin start to burn immediately. She's a creature of shadow and twilight hours, not midday Azerothian sun. Not to mention the last several years that she's spent scouring this world and those beyond for the darkest and vilest of dungeons and catacombs.

(This makes it sound as though she sought them out, when really she was sent by the Powers that Be. Often unwillingly.)

Suffice to say, this is the brightest day Cyan has seen in a good long while, and she wishes a cloud would see fit to scuttle across the sun. She closes her eyes.

_Sorian_. She wonders what brings him to Stormwind, and today of all days. Back when they—that is, back when she still lived in Teldrassil, Sorian didn't have much use for the outside world. He, like many Kaldorei, was comfortable being isolated and somewhat insular. Cyan was, too, come to think of it. Running from—er, leaving—the great tree catapulted her into an ongoing conflict that she was hardly ready for. That she's still unready for, apparently.

Cyan sits on the edge of the dock, dangling her feet over the murky water. Little waves lap toward her boots, missing by a foot and instead licking up the barnacle-encrusted wooden supports. She thinks about the fishing post in her garrison. She thinks about the inn, and the drinks that she always had to pay for—and what's the point of being a commander in your own garrison if you still have to pay for your drinks? She thinks about the smattering of outposts she helped build across Draenor before fleeing into the sunset. She thinks about Sorian, about the look on his face—not anger, exactly, but hurt and a healthy dose of frustration—and the certain ornery tilt to his chin when he ribbed her.

She closes her eyes again. The ocean _sssshush_es.

A cloud passes over the sun. Cyan blinks, unsure how long she's been meditating, and feeling distinctly taut around the edges. _Sunburn_.

"I'd ask if you come here often, but we both know the answer."

It's not a cloud. Oh, Elune.

"Sorian."

"Twice in one day. A record, I think."

She could point out that it's only a record if he's counting recent years, but then that doesn't seem like a conversation that will go in her favor.

"What are you doing here?"

He raises one indigo brow.

"Enjoying the sea air and waiting to catch my boat."

She chokes on an inhale.

"Your _boat?_"

"Well, not _my_ boat, obviously, but the boat I plan on taking to—are you well?"

Cyan is very much _not_ well.

"I have to go."

"Oh, for Elune's—Cyan, wait." He grasps her elbow as she attempts to stumble upright on sleep-numb legs. "You can't just go flying off when things get a little awkward or the going gets rough." He gives her a shrewd look, eyes narrowing. "What are you running from?"

She opens her mouth.

He cuts her off.

"And don't say me, because you were running before you bumped into me. I could see your panic from across the lawn. If you were an animal, I'd have seen the whites of your eyes." He'd know, also being a druid. He's still holding her elbow.

"I don't—I'm not… it's nothing."

"You're a mess." He says it with conviction. "And you're not going to catch another boat to Teldrassil—or, gods forbid, Northrend _again_—because you want to avoid me."

She's embarrassed to say that she _was_, in fact, eyeing the docked ship to Northrend.

"I am a grown woman."

His eyes stay firmly fixed on hers.

"A fact that has never escaped my notice," he drolls. "I think I see sails cresting the horizon. I won't stop you if you want to leave." The "I never have" goes unspoken. His fingers slide off of her arm.

Despite the midafternoon sun beating down on their backs, the absence of his hand sends chills racing up her arm. She shrugs off the sensation, rocking back on her heels. He turns away, pretending he's not watching her dither in his peripherals. She tugs at her fraying undershirt.

"I'm not running."

"You never are," he says resignedly.

"No, I mean, right now. I'm not running." She nods her head toward the horizon. "I would, however, like to go sailing."

"…That was a terrible segue. I thought you were a diplomat of sorts. Don't they teach you these things?"

"I changed my mind. I'm leaving."

Sorian laughs, bringing his hand back up to cup her elbow. It's not constraining.

"You're ridiculous. Come sailing, then. We'll have a grand time catching up, and I promise to keep the "flight risk" remarks to a minimum."

"You're a saint."

"I know."

"They should erect a monument of you in the cathedral district."

"Now that's going a bit far."

"There should be parades in your honor."

"Twit."

"A feast, even."

He rolls his eyes, squeezing her arm. They stand side by side and wait for the boat to dock.

Cyan only side-eyes the Northrend ship twice more.


End file.
